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The colourless monotony of those early days is illumined like
a flash of lightning on a summer's night by the occasional
presence of one who temporarily acted as a link between me
and my mother, from which she relapsed back into the unseen
where our child lives could not follow her. On these vivid
occasions my mother would send word to the nursery that I
was to put on my best frock and be sent downstairs immediately.
Then, as I entered the drawing-room that was heavy with the
scent of gardenias which always coincided with these visits,
my mother would remind me that I must curtsy. The visitor
was Milan, King of Servia (the last but one of the Obrenovitch
dynasty). He was large and dark, called me his " darling "
and said he was my " savage."

Nene declared he was a very wicked man because he was
separated from his wife who was very beautiful. (Nene had
seen her picture in a newspaper.)

One winter, it was nearly Christmas time, " the boys " and
I were recuperating from some childish contagious malady,
Milan insisted upon coming up to see us in the nursery. Nene
was very angry. She said it did not matter who our mother
received downstairs, but that no wicked man ought to be
admitted to the children's nursery 1 He sat by my cot and
covered it in lilac and mimosa as well as presents. He
showered us with gifts like a real Father Christmas. To the
boys he brought soldiers, larger than the ordinary lead variety;
there was a fort with cannons, a railway with a station and
real signals. For me a musical box with a doll which danced to
the tunes, and a long clothes baby; a tea-set and a lot of other
things. He was magnificent in his generosity even when it
was not Christmas. Whatsoever he did was on a princely
scale, he was the Oriental potentate of the fairy tale, lavish,
extravagant, violent and despotic. I did not know if he were
violent, I only thought he looked so. Despotic he seemed
because he liked to order, but he wets a big, gentle, tender
" savage " and talked to me in a soft melodious voice, I
loved him.